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er be'n up here before. I rtirtn't huff

f ask "er test An" th fire-
- thins be

sex. !' rem taint we can pit out t'
Pidgin islaa futon-ow?- That kind 'a'

not trmili'p him. He would have pre-sent-d

a mevedor to franc! duchess,

happen they both stopped tons enough

ia his rwathwise.
SAXON ROADSTER $395

j cupsticn. t.tt UU its covers was the

whole story, from the first to the last
exploit, together with his profits,

j Heretofore he had carried it on bis
j person, but the mysteious rifling of
j his luggage in the stateroom crossing

bad made him wary. He cared noth- -

lag for threats or physical encounters,
j and doubtless they knew this. To

me. On'y them teat-- I .m utrasta to meet you, Mr. Crnn-- . flabbergasted
ford." i knows ever talks o' Pidgin."

.the did not offer her hand. tnt she i And too toddler! right out there,
was as quick to read distinction find j vitjl Eever a word of the risk."
breeding be' na. "1 feel as if I'd j ..yr. cranford, I be'n married thuify
been pc,3hing. Lneie muy --""

' speak in the vernacular, they were
! after him where he lived. j

Orr'e his occupation became known j

i publicly goodby to many things. No j

money in the world would make up for j

what he would rose. He knew his kind j

j tolerably well. They would quietly re-- :

j year.
! "What's that got to do with it?"
I "I don't argy none with womin. She

wanted f go t' Fidgin. T' Tidgin sbe.

goes. You needn't, worry. I ain't
t hankerin' after suicide. Wouldn't take

oddlv the name sounded from her lips.
; .'j,as hcrt your g'lide so long that
! yn will cot enjoy the sport without

him."
"Don't yon let that worry y' none.

! Mis Wynne." Interposed tire piide.

"He's coin' t' "uave Lester, who can "didn't look good. Xutbin' panicky i

j 'bout. Miss Wynne, jibe ain't cryiu'
i none for life I.eUs. An', man, 1 like'

Cheaper Than
a Horse and Buggy

quest u:m to resign irom uis uuu, j

and presently door after door would
close in bis face.

If he stood out in .the open as aj
hunter of great criminals, a detective,
he would be lauded for his work, writ-te- n

up in the magazines, celebrated. '

CHAPTER II!. 1
'er. She's one o' them rary avisos y' j

read 'bout. Aa' whut d" y think?,
ricked up two orioles an' a yelier bird
that'll busted their heads off against
th' light an' had a privit funeral hack

"Lester In from Heed's?" asked
Cranford presently.

"Yestiddy."
"Any me rot him?"
"Nope. I'll have him around at tb'

hotel after supper. He'll be tickled t'
death t' row you. He's In luck. Two
good fishermen in one season. He's th'

tnit1 tin here. Mighir good o'

But deep in the heart or every trav
I

ion'row 'n' otitfish me any day in th
'.week. Ietween you V tne 'n' th'

he'd rather have 'im.'' Uw'.s
Biliy'g sentences sometimes resembled
the buiz and niurraui' of bumblebees.

"Billy, id rather have Lester than
any one besides you."

! "Taffy:" sniffed Filly. "I got a sweet
tooth ye! ; so ou."

The girl laughed freely. Music,
j She walked to the runway and peer- -

ed out, "It will be clear by sunset,"
! was her comment.
; I'ncie i'iy looked a Cranford as If

to say: "Thtrel Whut 'd I tell you?"
"The rain will wear down the wind,

I shouldn't be .surprised if we had fiat

"Tkey Ain't No Sesh Thing!''

was raining pitchforks, i

fT Across the river, through the j

opalescent blur, one cou'-- see the :

old nou'westcrs piling up on the j

point. Just a little farther e:iiU time.
for a wild sea was rr.nnh,g lu frotn j

the kike. I

You conld hear the waves rr as
they broke against the granite it.imou- -

:

torj. two miles away. Sometimes

o' th' lightkeeper's boath'iiie. Buried
j 'em. Odd bein's. some o' them huh?" ;

"Tender hearted ra. Kills Mr.
Bass, with pleasure, but. weeps over;
little- - dead birds. How do you add

; that up?"
Cranford tool: out his pipe and wiped

there, would be seething white patches
on th !7r'a face where the wind

yon f stl'.-- t' nie all these years. But

j' ore, it don't make do difference t'
you who rowa. You know where t' go
c' bow t" ileh, "n' when you don't frit

i 'em tiobcddy does."
Cranford laughed, and Instantly it

occurred to USm that this was the first
time hj had laughed honestly in
months.

"X' see. Teeter's a homed guide.
Whut he dftD't know 'bout birds V

There are 910,000 buggies sold an-

nually. Every one of these horse and hugpy own-

ers will find in the Sason Roadster a score ot
advantages each one a reason for owning a
Saxon, v

Faxon gets you there and back again in one-thir- d

the time of a horse and buggy. It costs only halt
a cent a mile for operation.

Here is a powerful, speedy, economical car fash-

ionable in appearance simple in operation -

moiern in every detail of design tried
and found true by 30. P00 satisfied Saxon ow ncrs.

No other car in the world under $400 offers yon

all these modern features; high speed motor of

wonderful power and flexibility; honey-com- b rad-

iator: Timken axles; sliding gear transmission,
handsome, roomy body: easy riding cantilever
springs of vanadium steel; Atwater-Ken- t igm'hin:
dry plate clutch; everything sound and good.

Electric lights and starter, ?30 extra.

Let the Saxon Roadster prove its merit to you.

We are sure in advar.ee of your verdict.

water tomorrow. How about bait :

it insi;!e and out wilb a bit of waste,
j "I ain't addin'," answered I'ncie

Billy, flinging his third apple core into
' the basin outside, where some hardy
i perch snubbed it about as if piayius

water polo.
j "I'm fished her fer a week now an'
j ain't brought, back n mil In' but th'

bleeders. Lets 'em go every time they

fctiU with her gaze uyn; the rolling
mountains which crossed the river.

'Tlenty in th' cur .a th' big boat-hous- e.

We'll jes' liafl t' fisii Pidgin.
They won't be anywheres Vept In deep
water."

fish Why, th game commissioners
could go t,' school with hira 'n' lam a ,

j ain't hurt,"
Cranford settled his

apitefttlty abashed down th" rain. One'i

or two lord? souls wre fishing hope- - j

Jessly along the niaimand ledges, where j

j

there wan a bit of lee. The kuowinf
fisherman, however. saved his bait

The bass by nntr wers a I out la dep
water, for the. (dark fellow doesn't lik

the seasicky rollers any more than his
hunter doc. Resides. what wis mure
important, bait had left the nhuliowe j

nd gone out of the reach of the mud.

It was n day for poker, the telling of j

talcs or reading and snoozing or tinker- - j

lag in the lxiath-iuse- .

And tinkering in the bnathouse wan
precisely what Uts'le billy doing, j

Ranged along the top of his work- - j

shelf were doens of spark plugs. Xext

hat. firmly and
"You have fished rid sin, Misa

Wynne?"
"Yes, and I dare say you have, many turned down the brim,

"If she does that, Billy, you're right
She is n rary avisc.", as you call tbciu.

Lull lot ISrias tU' guuaY'
"Yes.''
"Lots o' black duck this year. Th'

mallard ain't, rbowed up yet." J

"Who l.a the lady you are rowing?" i

Vncle EHiy )r.id down toe spark plus
jrenti.y. "You'll think I'm stuffin' you. j

but I ain't, Mr. Cranford. Pay, I'd
like f see you n her in tU' same host
on a dav when iney ain't bitln' fast." i

How s the old .avarre running these
days?"

"Same's usual."

times." jj

' Since I was fifteen, when we had to j

row out there." j

"Twenty year ago," supplemented
Cncle P.iily, sighing remiciscently.

"That's a fine way to treat a friend!" j

exclaimed Cranford. "Telling my age

, "Fntir" Roadster
With detachable

$3fi."i jSiv" Tonrlne Car
jWlth detachable

4.1.1 l.Imonsine (up
Sfi.'i !"$i" Eoadster

Coupe fop
Pelhery tar

"I see. Tou will not let off tinkering
wit!) her."

Cranford patted the gunwale. The;to bringing hoxe a four pounder lm , "Oh ho! Off with the old love. on like that:" name mw.vvs stirred ins sense of h

mor. It had been Billy's selection. JOHN DEE AUTO SALES CO.
1612 Third Ave. Phone 2336. Rock Island.M --i-

mp-

liked to linker. His attitude and out-- j with the new: Im you mean to tell

look were identical to those of the vll- - me that you have at last, found a wo-lag- e

doctor -- no mutter how well you j man who knows how to strike a bass?"
looked or felt, something wrong could j ' Cuess so, m'y woman J ever see
be found going on In your insides. i who gits 'm out nt I'idglti. An' when

Only Vncle Billy acquired no profit, j s!i, strikes 'em she ain't tnckin" no ef- -

Another ripple of laughter from the
girl. ;

"Have you noted the variety of cur- - j

rents out there?" she asked. "Ot. day
yon can fish straight down the ledge;
another, the lino forms a curve back to
the shoal, ami again you can't do any- - j

tiling but ride up and t.own the bar."
Tidsin is all right in July and An- -

The Jewel Case Changed Hands.

"Xavarrp." some one bad said
"That's a good name,"

-- Yon be;:"
'".Name cf a king."
"An' any queen might proud o'

naruin' iier son nfier a boss that could
run like that "n"

i After the nnniereifn! banter which
had annually followed ihis episode

was a large attendance and a very enThey sent their wi-- es elsewhere.
Cranford sat down to dinner with

four other men, two of whom he knew

cler there abides a smoldering fire, low
yet ugly, against ail customs its
agent especially, here or abroad.gust, hut this time ot year tlie v ml

blows front ail points of the compass in This rebeliio
hates to pay
justly.

is as old as man. He, to be retired business men who fished
tribute, justly or un- - j these waters from July to October and

then hied away to Miami for tarpon
or to the Pacific for yeliowtaiis.

in his diagnoses. With a grease j fort t' b'ir. 'em down f Oswego." ;

hand lie nursed his stubbly
j Cranford shouted, "Billy, you're good

unshaven chin. , for my soul." j

"Gnst it. seven plops, 'n' nor one of "An" you're pood fer Fore eyes, Mr.
'm wuth a dnrn! Wbut's folks seliin' j Cranford. Kisheil ymt w hen y' wore
these days, anyhow?" short pants. Your paw was some fish--

"Search me." said a voice from the erman. I tell you:" !

rear doorwav. "He was a good man to bis son,

"Py Jlnts"--Unc- le Billy wiped his i Billy." j

fit:(ter. on a piece of waste and trot- - j cranford stepped away from the gas-- :
ted io lite door--- 'f I didn't know they i oline tank and reached under his rain-- !

wa n t no se-- li thins es a ghost: How i for his pipe. He sat down u a

.lovable time was spent. At the clc?

of the meeting the hostess served a

fine lunch.
Rev. and Mrs. John V. Kennedy ef

Hampton visited with relatives here

last week.
F.rnest. Itennhardt was a business

caller on Friday at Rock Island.
William Gerhard! visited Sunday at

Illinois City with his son, Paul, who

is teaching school here.

n day, t;ml it's a bad place for a man to
fish. Billy ought not So take you out
there estpt when the water is fiat."

The lone of 1,1s voice conveyed dis-

approval.
"A rimtortioat is only as strong as

its engine, i was blown out to Oalou
once iu September. A norther came up

Reminiscences passed back and forth.
Cranford learned that the season bad
been exceptionally good, but that out
at South bar and Charity shoals the

soote guides would have hasieued to
change the name.

Billy clung to it stubbornly. He'
clung to his opinions stubbornly, his
weather prognostications, his lore con-
cerning bass.

He erred sometimes boraus" ht w as
human, but the saying wel.t that when
he to'.'hhi'i tiro:! his imtdliook over a
school of bass it was time to pack up
the roils.

"Well, send Tester over to the hotel
after dinner tonight. He'll find trie in

Mr. Cranford When d y 'soap box at Uncle Bill's side andare joti,
git liere?

sport had been the worst in years. j

For some reason or other the bassj
had turned those places over to the!

nrrniit ? Weii. n'cii: A smoked for rnvhi:' in silence.
lit :r.' itside. Kainin' barb wire : "What s she look like'.'"

No bass in slmiler wa- mimicked Cnclc Billy. "I
We'll try Homing dock thought y'd be askiu' that.. Well, I

lie was that, no more, no less. And
he faced outlawry because be wanted
money, case, pleasure, idleness. Not;
one extenuating circumstance; it wa.v
the hlonl of his grandfather crying out
in uim. For years a clique of men bajj
been siiiuggUn; successfully.

They had brought into the country
three er four millions in rare gems.
The federal authorities had spent thou-Min- i

trying to find out who these meu
were and how they worked. Cran-foi- d

s discovery of three of them and
the manner in which they worked had
been the result of an accident

One man purchased the gems, an-

other man carried them to the boat.

'OT.

tne billiard room. J . e

tors to write before luii.-ii-

1'li find some mail."
"All rislit. I'll see t' Les

ot sortie
A ii.l ma

ter,"

Mrs. John Benson and daughter,
Gertrude, of South Moline, vifited
Monday with Mrs. Alice Benson.

Mrs. John Williams and chiblrer.
La Roy and l,oyd, of Austin, 'I'm,
were entertained Tuesday at Mrs.

George Kennedy's.
Prof. Stoddard visited Sunday wit'j

home folks a! Atkinson, ill.
Mrs. William Gerhardt and

Margaret, and Gertrude, v;.;ii"l
Sunday with Moline relatives.

The teachers and pupils of the M. K.

church Sunday school went to the

woods Saturday for a wieni roiJJt iXi--

.inn tomorrow i n go ;t to t iig;

r. h third did the actual smuggling.

and hook; 'em right from under your
old mud scow."

"Th huh! I've heard 'em say that
befor-'- . I'm teiiin' you she can fish.
An' 1 don't know s 1 want t' fish you
now aiivbow."

bane of the sportsman, old goggle eye,
piscatorially known as the rock bass.

Button bay. over the river, had prov-e- d

a find. One of the gentlemen had
caught a four pounde.r at Horning
dock. Bait had been lively, and there
had been plenty of it despite the usual
August blow.

Cranford could nt remember when
he had passed a more agreeable hour.

The other two gentlemen were from
down the state.

They told how they split up a
month's vacation into four weeks on

in June, "ne in July, one in August
and one in September, which, if the
weather behaved itself, was the finest
time of the year to fish.

All agreed upon this point. The
small fry had by then taken themselves
off; the big chnr began to bile, and
thev fought lik demons.

filled his pockets with ap- -

'i. ,.l e Hi' wre-1- in Sand bay. Oh,
psls.i : row yon, Mr. Cran-for- d

Cot a party. No idea how long
she's g'lin" f stay neither. Why d n't
y' write me?"

"One nt a time. Bill; one at a time.
Cut back to your work. I'll tell ymt all
I know w hen I've prowled about an
kind of soaked this picture Into my
toul."

Cranford shook the water oft" his bat
end stamped his fet.

lie bad come cross lots, through the
high grass, and the very skwunrh-nkwunc-

of the xet leather on his feet
was music, an obligate, to the

slap-swis- of the river which
sprawled over and about the runway
eloping down from the boathouse
doors.

This was air, washed clean, clear
from the heavens, undefiled by smoke
or dust or contact with living things,
cectarons, God's own.

He leaned against the jamb, breath

'ran ford
pies.

"Til tell you what I'll do. I'll bet
box of any cigars in ihe village that
beat out toeji-rrov- ."

"Fifty cigars against tifiy apples 'I
I'll go you."

" I 'one."
"Ten cent straight."

picnic. A tine time was report cn,

Mrs. Aval:na Johnson has mant'l
home from WHtoriown.

Mrs. Edward Beardsl'v and da 'set-

ter Yerda of East Moline v:! tlii?

week at the home of her father. I harl
Erdman.

Harry Olron and Piddle Carl-- of

Swedsburg. Iowa. Miss MiMcl ' 'Vin-

son and W'iiburt Lundabl of i;,cl !."

land were entertained at r;c Jon:

Fahlstrom home Sunday.
Mr. and Mrs. Peter Florin ss.l r.ia

Sales of gems would be reported, the
original purchaser followed and watch-- i

ed. aid that would be the last of it
i The actual smuggler Cranford laid

by the heels. The other two he could
not touch, us tbey continued to live in
Paris; but he had spoiled their useful-
ness. From this incident he learned
that they always worked in threes.

' The chief of this clever, resolute band
laid his plans, and three unknown men
proceeded to execute them.

The breaking up of this trio warned
the chief that the first wedge of the
secret service had been driven home.

If the quarry remained surround "

by my r. 'ery. the hunter was nc less in-- I

teem bed. They were reaching out in
the dark for each other when Smead's

; accident happened.

all of a sudden. For awhile we thought
it was all up w ith us. They found us
the next, afternoon, half dead with cold

and hunger.''
"I'm net afraid." she replied to this

open warning, which was only au echo
ot I'ticie Billy's.

Her chin stood out a little.
"1 love it mt at Pidgin. It is wild

and free there. If a gale comes up j

one cannot run back to the hotel noth- -

ing else to do but fight it out. I was
born at sa."

She turned her fa"e toward the rain
again.

'

"Hey'. Mr. Cranford, I smell sump- -

in' burninV
"Good heavens!" evlaimed Cranford, '

making a dash past the girl and out ou
to the slippery runway.

lie knelt quickly, soaked his pocket
and est! acted his pipe.

"What a terrible thing forget fulness j

is!" observtd the girl gravely, though
j her ej "S twinkled. "And baie been
i used to tobacco smoke for several

years."
"it's mighty good of you not to

laugh." said I'rauford. with a rueful
look on his face. "That's my favorite

j pipe, and it. will take three or four
days to sweeten it again.''

"Live 'n' 1'arn." Uncle Billy said,
sweeping up his spark plugs and dump- j

ing them into a ho.v.

lie then reached under the bench j

into a pail a in brought forth a band- - i

ful of scarlet harvest, apples.
And immediately there were sounds

(pianissimo, nvwlernto and sforzando
j which are permitted only among truly
j democratic individuals. j

It was the lina! stroke. It nwntn- -

j pilshed more than ail the polished j

i phrases of soeial diplomacy could have
done. Till 'he end of time these three
would be more than casual acquaint- - j

'
j an 'es.

"Two for ii quarter it' von ii'Ko Bv- - tConti.o'ed ,ext Saturday.)
in, Bil-e-

light
ia the

ny: It was g ! to
iy. By the way.
a four and a ha'f i

you ag
tny one
.!e." eve

ing, breathing, .with a little smack of'

CAP ;N CLIFF.
Miss Minnie iittc-ringto- of Rock Is-

land visited this week at, 11 e home of
her brother. Forest. Titterington.

Mr. and Mrs. Marc R. Wood were
Davenport bu'ness callers Saturday.

Mr. and Mrs. Chester Kennedy and

A a ot'
Mo!:;- -

i'y and Mr, and .Mrs.
entertained Sunday r

gilt at Horseshoe'; '

"Nor that I've hoard tell of. Oh. y'
needn't worry. That ',' sogser's nosiu'
around there yet. That's whut comes
o' trylrc them newfangled hoo!-;-

He'll 'i five now 'f some blame, paiu- -

ilou't know whut jou'd call her, seein'
'S you've seen ail kinds o' rurtv w omin
in your gaUdin's. She ain't more '11

twenty-two- . Her name's Wynne. Au'
there y' oe. Jobnddy knows ntithin'
more where she comes from, who 'er
folks be. 'n' ail that. She's stayin' out
at th' farm. She ain't one o' them sas- -

simy folks, 'cause she ain't got no lugs. '

Jes' 's easy t' git along with 's you
are. Why, say! 1 fished a man iri

June who let bis sinker rest on bot-

tom all th' time, an' cussed me 'cause
we didn't, git no bass fer shore dinner.
Honest."'

"Is she pretty?"
" Uncle Billy cocked his bat-

tered haymaker's straw hat over his
eye. "What d' you call purty?" diplo-

matically.
Cranford smiled up into the sun bit-

ten, wind bitten face. "Weil?"
Tap-tap- :

Cranford stood up, while Tncic Billy
reached hurriedly for the waste, wip-

ing his hands on it thoroughly, with a
finishing scrape along the sides of his
grease stained, paint stained jumpers.

The latch clicked, the rear door open-

ed and a young woman entered.
ner raincoat sparkled and (lashed,

tendrils of rain drenched hair strag-
gled down her cheeks from under an
ordinary sou'wester, her heavy tans
oozed' from lace t sole and a diminu-
tive rainstorm pattered down from the
hem of the coat.

"You. Miss Wynne, in all this rain?"
gasped Tncle Billy.

"Came in for the mail and some-

thing to read! Oh, I beg your pardon:"
Cranford's pipe, with its smoldering

coal, went into a pocket; his bat off
his head.

A Mans, adaptive to the modes,
health nnd beauty were written in ev- -

The Rear Door Opened and a Young
Woman Entered.

ery line of her face, with a hint of
and breeding in the cairn, un-

troubled eyes.
"This la Mr. Cranford I was tn!!!n'

yon 'bout, Mlsi Wynne." I'ncie Billy's
wave of the hand was meant for an
Introduction.

That Cranford and the young wom-

an might be at the poles socially did

.M- -

aii
M'i- -

frcd Lundeen'B home,
Charles Below?, ki and

Mrs. Gertrude Wemfoil ot
M. -- p guesswork had brought about i

the discovery of 'he hollow crutches.I't ct him no f idewisp. But
him fer Miss Wynne."

prey Pel a

I'm savin
"Pittle!"
"That's

foreign -

sons, John and Chester, Jr., of East
i Moline, visited several days at the

home of Mrs. Kennedy's parents, Mr.
and Mrs. J. V. Laughery.

Miss Carrie Lambert of Milan Fpent
i Wednesday at. the home of her sister,
' Mrs. G. F. Holland.

right; spring fine o' them

iiero, Smead was doubtless the arch
smuggler. But on his side he knew

! who had tripped him up. Smead could
still plan, but Cranford would have to
carry on the work against, men wholiy
unknown to him. In ether words,
chance only would lead him from trio

line visited with relators h

day.
Claus Hanson, Jr., ha

Boone. Iowa, on a business
Mr. and Mrs. Frank Kb c

Moline spent Sunday at 0
their daughter. Mrs. John V

Mrs. James Thompson a

rds s I cau't taikn I e M?
ere

his lips just before he let, the breath
go. He wanted the good of it in his
veins, in his marrow, In another day
he would forget that he had erer been
anything but nn outdoor man, of sim-
ple habits, simple thoughts.

How well he knew every nook and
corner of these wonderful waters! Eu
rope, Asia. Africa .and the south sea
isles, .orth and South America he
knew, hut none of them railed like this
quiet but rugged spot Often while
sitting on the balconies or verandas of
notable foreign hotels his thought had
annihilated the distance.

He could see boat, after boat" coming
In toward evening, the catch thrown
carelessly on the dock; lie conld hear
the banter of the bronzed guides, the
bragging of the fishermen and the ho-t-

bartender's polite "Well, what luck

tinp, son Ford

b?"h.e
Cranford si

rain. "1 he s

There
'iiese sudden
lug sheets of

to trio. j Mr. and Mrs. Alin A

'ppoii ciifside Into the
y promised m letup,
a break anywhere, bit
quaiis of wind and stin;
rabi ho read saliorwis-.-

nnnenrnneoi'and dauehter Gloria, and Mr. and Mrs. Hanson visucu at woltne l TiCoincidents: Cranford's
It. .. t - ' . t1 ,.

, IS- - i . a i .M I s. t ,roi tooin the jewel shop In the Rue rie la Claus Hanson, Jr., were Sunday
I'a'.x; Ids careless inquires of the Jew- - itors at. Davenport. ing with relatives at. Burl it

Mr. and Mrs, James Thstorm would be ciii'--'-Before sun low
gone. John Wood and son.Mr. and Mrs.

Jack, of Moline, tained Mr. an I .Mr;
ted Sunday at the l en!Cf 'vis

announced SViHard of Coaitown.Whrre had
lore? Born

j At length Miss Wynne
that she must he going.

the girl picked op sti"h
t sea. so she had
iiors daughter. But inPerhaps a si

home of the former's brother, Marc R.
Wood.

Mrs. D. F. Jones on Thursday enter-
tained the Ladies' Aid society. There

7hnnews all theI1 the
4rgus.

that case fresh water w

Oeal to her A n,t
mid not np-i- d

she learn

They were waiting for her nt the vil- -

lags posteffioo. Cranl'oi-- held the door
j for her. She fmiled and nodded.

Alone outside, the rain drumming on

vtuay. sir;
Vncle Billy, vainly pretending to

fit

squint at the .business end of a spark
plug held between his eyes and the
light, watched hla youag friend cov-
ertly.

Didn't look as fit as usual. Been
staying up late and lying abed morn-
ings. Two or three days on the water
would take that look out of his face.

the sou'wester, she eyed the scudding
lefoien tnss overhead.

"Cranford! I must be very careful.
Why Is ho here at this time? And I
am so alone so alone!"

She stepped forward resolutely, as
one born to the open; the heavy, dank
grasses swished and slapped about her
shoes.

"When she reached the wooden side- -

n

0
H

ed pi fish for bass? Wisoonsin, Maine,
the Ride. "in?

The sou'wester, the dripping ratn
coat, the so.'iaotl shoes, were as vivid
to Pis understanding r.s w ritten words.
Here was a sir; out of the ordinary,
brave and resourceful, perhaps

Ilri essentia! lacking in
nlne-renth- of the women he knew. --

Wynne.
It was a gomi name, but he could not

recollect liavinj heard It episodical!.
Some millionaire's daughter, probably,
who did not depend upon others for

War upon Pain!
Pain ij a visitor to every home end

usually it comes quite unexpectedly. But
you are prepared for every emergency if
you keep a ma!l bottle of Sloan'su

ttaf . .Catarrh and Stomach
Trouble Suffered Much II

bf

Liniment htndy. It is the greatest
piin killer ever discovered.

Simply laid on the ikin
oo rubbing required It drives
the pain away instantly. It is
really wonderful.

i walk she paused for a moment to stamp
her feet,' then hurried on into the vll- -

lagc
l "Well?" said Tnclo Billy trlumph-- 1

antly.
I ''Billy," Cranford drawled, burles- -

qulng a facial bewilderment to hide
his real confusion. "Billy, they ain't

I no sech thine:"
CHAPTER IV.

j A Spy.

c or.
oh, yes. the young gentleman was a

first class customer; bought numerous
Jewels for the ladies of the opera, as
their agent, however.

He was a Frenchman,
Immediately cranford had lost inter-

est. But. while having tea at the Cafe
do la Pais', an hour later, he had eeu
the young Frenchman again in conver-
sation with an American. The jewel
case changed bands.

still he had no definite suspicions,
and the whole matter passed from his
mind. Two days later he ran down to
Cherbourg to, hid some friends tton
voyage. The American he had seen
In the Cafe do la Paix was handing a
package to another compatriot.

The latter sailed.
It was one of those inexplicable fan-

cies, but he surrendered to it; cabled
the port of New York to be on the
lookout for a portly, smooth faced man
with a patch of white hair in the back
"f his head; to search for u necklace
of sapphires.

A chance shot In the dark hit the
bullseye. The unknown upon arriving
in New ork was held tip and the
gems confiscated

And now they were nfter him.
With the notebook In their posses-

sion bis days of usefulness would b
at an end. a general apocalypse.

At 5 o'clock the rain ceased. The
gale was by now brawling somewhere
off the banks.

The river was co longer crested.
Boats were flitting to and fro, and the
sullen big freighters were drawing out
from the breakwater in the basin bac'x
of the hotel. A gorgeous sunset fin-

ished the day, warm and promising
good weather.

The hotel was almost deserted.
It was not a summer resort Those

who sought its charms were fishermen.

her amusements. The world was j

changing Its habits fast.
Women carried banners through the;

streets, rode airship5;, successfully ran- j

tered in and out of the stock market j

r,!ong with their bl.wnit .making. So j

long as the biscuit, remained light and j

edible what mattered the ballot?

HI '
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111 is III
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Will 'I i

Took Peruna Re-
sults Wonderful

A telegram awaited cranford at the
hotel dcs;.;.

It was from Warren, in the cod?,
upon which they had long since agreed

Sloan's
Liniment

HAT coat o' yonrn "11 hafT f
go t' th' tabor. Th' rain 'I!
wear down th' wind. Ever

Mrs. John Underwood. No. 83 Cy- -
press Ave., Columbus, Ohio, writes:
'Having had catarrh and stomach J

trouble and having suffered very much, j

I, after being doctored a long while,
s a last resort, took Peruna. The'

result waa wonderful. I wonld highly
recommend H a good remedy. 1 still i

nie reaiimg ot It did not causo Cram
ford any pleasurable emotion. )

It announced that his rooms had been j

entered and papers scattered about
Much good that would do them. i

Still he wired back. "See tf rr,u

hear a woman taik like
that?"

i "That's what I meant, Billy; we're
Just been dreaming. I've fished up

j here, as you say, twenty years, and I
j never heard any other woman say so

much in so little. And if yoa say she
j knows the game that's enough. "Born

( J
ltis S fi
a Good f y
Remedy X j

hi
iI Always I

Have issjaw ;

It la S,
The VA: , .j
House j

RHEUiTIsicf.hi " a
at sea. Phi you hear her say that?"

Tncle Hilly nodded,
"It's more'n I've Famed th' hull

use Peruna and would not be without
it. I always have it in the house."

Our booklet, telling you how to keep
well, free to all. The Teruna Co., Co-

lumbus. Ohio.
These who object U liquid medi-

cine can now procore remna
Sprains 5

morocco notebook is In secret drawer
at side of my sharing dresser." Not
one cb'Jnre in a million of their stum-
bling upon that drawer.

And yet he was not dealing with or-
dinary men.

There were ether Empire shaving
dressers. The little worry grew ;;s the
hours went by. If that notebook was
Bono, comi likewise would be Ms oc

j week. Xo wonder she ain't afraid o"
i ridsin 'r Charily. But that ain't it"
I "What isn't?"
j "Th thing that gits me she ain't nev- -
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